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DA Y. 


Ai}! Chearful Day, Parent of Time and Life, 
And Brother to the Bright Etherial Throne ! 
fiend th Immortal Carr, and Nature Chear ; 
Who wanting thee Repines ,; come vanguifh Night, 
Whofe Curtains vani{h at thy firft approach ; 
Her Sparkling Lights, by Thee extingui{h’d, watch 
For thy Retreat, t attend the borrowing Moon, 
Who difappears before thy brighter Rays, 
Which, sf deny’d, woud ever ceafe to be. 
The Painful Fusbandman with Foy beholds 
Thy Chariot deck the Hills, and hies to Work, 
A Shawm’d that Stoathful Reft, and Evening Cups, 
Have thus long kept him from Afhfting Nature : 
Which Task rewards bis Toyl with Ample Gain, 
Of Plenteous Barus, and Wealth of Bags and Days, 
Retaliations of a Blifsful Burthen. 
To thee he Sings ? Thee Patron of the Year. 
Barly and Hops (Ingredients met) in Ale 
(Beneath thy \nfluence Nurtur’d and Receiv’d ) 
Now walk a Stately Round, of Foy unfeign'd - 
While’s Cleanly Wife prepares the Pot at Home, 
The Foyful Hinds and Off-fpring of the Clown, 
[2 Home-Spun Shirts, and Brows with Labour dreft, 
Jind Hands all Arm’d, (moft Glorious Sight) fland 
Forget their Pleafing \nduftry a while, (round, 
To Sport in Innocence, and then to Work ; 
Where unmolefted Health and Vigour dwells, 
Nor Chance or Con{cience break their Peace of Mind. 
The Faithful Ox fatiegu’d with too long Reft 
Of tedious Night, falutes the Early Dawn: 
With Foy to's Keeper’s Carding Hand fubmits, 
And Crews his Fodder, and bis Bew'rage Sucks, 
Toffing bis Hornstn Humble Thanks to thee. 
The Hungry Horfe rouzes the Nimbie Hounds 
Unloos'd and Feafted with the Chace. The Hare 
More generous Foes than Nightly Poachers meets. 
Wild Beafts to Dens retive, and ceafe to Fright 
Poor Pajlengers with dreadful hideous Howlings : 
While Thankful Songs of Pratfe Prociaim thy Wel- 
Nature ber felf Kejoyces at thy Sight § (come. 
The Mountains fcem to Smile, the Wakeful Trees, 
Ered thei Drovping Heads to Welcome thee ; 
The Winds which Tyranniz?d in Darknefs fly 
From is, to (hare Dominion with the Afoon ; 
The Ocean Laughs with Alpe Bland, the Waves 


Around the Ships im Solemn Afeafures Play. 
Envy avd Blackeft Atalice hufb they Rage 
And wath d thy + pence fo deftroy a Foe _ 


FaGson at Court breaks up sts clofe Cabals 

At thy Accefs, and waits. for Silent Night,’ 

To carry on its Dark Defigns againft the State ~ 
Wor can upon the Thorny Bed of Confcience Sheep. 


_ 





The Fexale Warrior. By Mr. Wright. 


Living Taylor for bis Sins did Wed, 
To be by th’ Nofe hike other Vermin ied, ¢ 

Or elfe for Ornament t’ Adorn bis Head, 

His Vertuous Spoufe had fuch a ftock of Grace, 

That Whore was Writ in Folio on ber Face + 

Much about 12 each Day the Nymph did Rife, 

And foon as up Tom Thimble does Chaftife. 

* Sirrab, fays She, P'2 make you know your Duty, 

* And what is owirg both to Youth and Beauty : 

* How dare you ask with whom | Drink or Tak, 

* When for my Pleafure | Abroad do Walk ? 

‘ If with a Friend | now and then am Free, 

* ’Tis to make good your Infufficiency 5 

© Know Vil go when and where | pleafe for you = 

© Thou art a Thing woud make a Woman Spew. 

“If | am fent for, you Enquire who fends, 

“When ’tis fufficient that they ave my Friends, — 

* You know, Sir Stitch, you Marry’d me with Money, 

* And while that lafted was all Love all Honey, 

* But in one Week my Portion all was (pent, 

* And then you Swove you Marviage did Repent. 

* For which t Hate thee thou Pernicsous Varlet, 

* Thou art enough to make a Saint turn Harlot. 

* If Cuckolds go to Heav’n, I’ve taken Care 

* That you fhall find a ready Entrance there. 

* Aty Fingers \tch, and I will bave Revenge, 

* Your Raskals Facket | will foundly fwinge. 

Up goes the Yard and at one Fatal Stroke, 

Pilgarlick’s Head the Fierce Virago broke ; 

Seeing the Blood run down, be Murder, cry’d, 

She (like a Tygrefs not yet Satisfy’d) 

Attack’d him ence again, broke st once more, 

Then Kindly Kick’d him Headlong out of Deor. 

A Neighbour feeing, came to Mediate, 

And out of Compliment She broke bis Pate. 

His Wife bebolding, flraight came running in, 

And now the Tug of Battle did begin ; 

Head-Cloths fly off, the Hair by Handfuls flew ; 

And down o th’ Ground Tom Thimble’s m 

( She threw, 
Mauld ber fuffictently, °till She ery’d quarter, 


“willing in the Caufeto Die a Martyr. 
cn 
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Then up they got, and now the Battles done, 

They make Enquiry wherefore it begun 

And being fatisfy’d how Matters ftood, 

And ev'ry one involu'd in Dirt and Blood, 

Weighing each Circumftance of the Difajter, 

His Broken Head, and bow bis Wife bad sal d 
(ber, 

Js came to this Refult, they'd all go Drink, 

Aud never more on sheig, Misfortunes think. 
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Good Old Woman being Sick, 
Her Confcience did fo prick her, 
That fearing fhe (hou'd meet Old Nick, 
She Sent for th’ Parifh Vicar. 


2. 


Who foon as e’er he beard the News, 
Though be was at the Ale-Houfe, 

Hie Comb'd his Wig, and Clean d bis Shioes, 
And left bis Rakifh Fellows. 


3° 


When he unto the Woman came, 
He ask'd ber of ber Health, 

But more particularly enquir’d, 
If fhe had Goods, or Wealth. 





a. 


Ob! Mr. Parfon, fhe Reply’d, 
[we with the World made even, 

find only want your belping Hand 
To fend my Soul to Heaven, 


g: 


But good Sir Vicar be fo kind, 
To ufe your Belt Endeavour, 

That | the neare/t way may find, 
Long Journeys | lov d never, 


6, 


Talk not of Travelling, faid be, 
l’ve fomething elfe to fay - 

sre you at Peace wsth all the World, 
Anfwer me ye, or nay. 


Why I'm in Charity mith all, 
Save thofe that broke my Pen. 

And bafely Stole away lajt Week 

Fron me my poor Blue Hen. 


8. | | 


You muft forgive them, fard the Prieft, 
If you wou'd be Forgiv’n ; 

Lord, Lord, (fay’d She) how hard it is 

To fend the Poor to Heav’n, 


>- 


The Rich go thither when they iii, 
Having your bleft Affiftance : 

[f they but Greaje you in the Fift, 
kieau'n can make wo Refs/tance. 


TO, 


i know this of your BlackeCoat Breed, 
As well as he that made you, 

You dike the Lawyers, will nos Plead, 
Until your Fees be paid you, 


TT. 


fere’s all Thave, pray do your beft, 
Conjider my Contrition, 

[fs now tuo late to make a eft 
Of One in my Condstion. 





%. 
Ia. 
i truft my Soul snto your Care, 
From Hell be fure to Free it + ; 
For :f | Adi/s my way to Heav’n, 
“it your Sole Persi be it, 
: 
33. 
: ‘ 
The Parfon then Abfolu’d her feraight, 
And with bis Blefling Crown d her, 
Then to bis Boon Companions went 
And left ber as be found her. ) 
Advertilement. , 
A LL Gentlemen, Ladies, &e. who have any Ori- 
£°% ginal \ opies of Veries, Heroical, Humourous, Gale 
ant, Satyrs, Odes, kpigrams, Riddles, Receipes, 


Songs, Prologues or Epilogues, &c. proper to infert 
ws this Paper, are detir’d to fend ’em to Goddard's 
Coftee-Ho fe in NeneSirveet near Fettrerelaze orto Be 
HragZ, che Publifler, atthe Raven in Pater-Noficr-Row, 
and they’ very much oblige the Author, who will 
‘em, and caiefully Correét ‘em. 
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ARGARET SEARL fo Famous for Relieving 
and Curing DEAFNESS, Live, ftill in Pye- 
near We/t-Smithfield, where She is ready, upom 

any Occafion of chat Nature, to ferve {uch as A pply 
themie] tobier: Being the Surviver of Her Father 
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